WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
outside jobs were to be done except after prior reference to myself.
But it meant clashes with all sorts of important people. They used
to go away and either speak or write to Lord Derby. His invariable
answer was, " My Secretary is quite right and that is that," or words
to that effect. It was an immense comfort to have at one's back a man
who was no respecter of persons and big enough to take all responsi-
bility on his own shoulders. On one occasion two pheasants arrived
in the Foreign Office bag, sent by the Prince of Wales for despatch to
two French ladies of his acquaintance. It was strictly forbidden to
send game by bag, and in any case one address was outside Paris and
under some French regulation the parcel could not have been sent to
its destination. I consequently gave orders that lots should be drawn
in the Chancery for the pheasants (Nigel Law drew one of them) and
wrote to H.R.H/S private secretary explaining why I had been com-
pelled to take this course. I was lunching with the Ambassador that
day and told him what I had done. Considerable horror was expressed
by some of his guests, but Lord Derby's comment was, "Henderson
did quite right," and that was the end of the matter. He was a most
considerate Chief, and I can recollect only two occasions on which
I incurred his wrath. The great thing when that happened was to
wait till after a meal, when he was always more mellow; but if that was
impossible, to face the storm, knowing full well that once it had blown
itself out it was finished and forgotten. For that and other reasons
I have an abiding respect and affection for Lord Derby, which his
subsequent rare interventions in my life did but strengthen.
But to return to the Peace Conference. The first big event was the
triumphal arrival of the President of the U.S. A. I went to the Champs
Elysees to watch him drive with his newly married wife down that
most beautifully proportioned of all city thoroughfares. One got •
the impression, from die attitude of the crowd, that one was witnessing
the advent of a Messiah who had come from the West to save suffering
Europe. I got an entirely different and personal impression a few
days later when Mr. Woodrow Wilson came to dinner at the Embassy
with Lord Derby. It was a big dinner, and I sat at one end of the long
table among the small fry, with nothing to do but to watch the great
from my post of vantage. Mr. Wilson had large teeth and he masti-
cated his food very slowly. That of course was a mere detail in the
general impression. But it was not that of an outstanding personality
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